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	INTRODUCTION	 		 I	was	told	that	high	school	was	a	critical	moment	in	the	making	of	my	future.	I	was	told	that	high	school	was	where	I	created	the	groundwork	for	the	way	I	would	lead	the	rest	of	my	life.	What	I	was	not	told	was	how	delicate	I	was	as	I	embarked	on	the	journey	of	high	school.	I	was	not	told	that	I	was	in	charge	of	the	value	that	I	placed	on	high	school	in	the	grand	story	of	my	life.	I	entered	high	school	with	high	hopes;	instead,	I	was	robbed	of	my	innocence	and	childhood.				 Now,	I	understand	that	I	was	fooled	into	thinking	that	I	was	experiencing	something	normal:	a	healthy	first	relationship.	It	was	not	healthy.	I	am	not	even	sure	that	the	memories	I	have	are	correct.	Maybe	my	brain	rewrote	them	in	order	to	make	it	easier	to	cope	with	the	dysfunction.	Maybe	my	brain	was	searching	for	something	healthy	just	as	much	as	my	heart	was	yearning.	I	am	filled	with	happy	memories.	Little	moments	where	I	understand	exactly	why	I	was	caught	off	guard	that	last	night.	Driving	quickly	through	winding	mountain	roads	trying	to	make	it	home	in	time	for	my	curfew;	sneaking	onto	the	beach	at	night;	exploring	the	forest	on	his	father’s	farm;	and	learning	about	how	to	keep	one	another’s	company.	All	of	these	experiences—everything	I	thought	I	was	learning—are	things	I	had	to	experience	and	learn	again	for	them	to	be	real,	for	me	to	understand.	I	was	happy	during	those	moments,	but	it	was	not	a	genuine	happiness.	There	was	no	honesty	in	the	moments	the	way	there	should	have	been;	I	felt	fooled.	These	moments	and	the	night	they	led	up	to	have	followed	me	throughout	life.	That	night—the	night—I	became	a	victim	of	domestic	violence.	My	high	school	self,	unable	to	process	the	abuse,	has	continued	to	stain	every	part	of	my	adult	self.	This	includes	the	decisions	I	have	made	and	the	places	I	have	found	myself.	The	toxicity	of	my	crucial	years	
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of	adolescent	growth	has	fueled	my	art	making	and	bled	into	my	thesis	work.	Through	using	my	artwork	as	a	method	of	handling	these	toxins,	I	have	learned	a	healthy	and	productive	means	of	contemplating	my	abuse,	the	lingering	post-traumatic	stress	disorder,	as	well	as	how	to	continue	onward.	
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The	Night		 We	had	been	fighting.	The	turbulence	of	our	relationship	and	inability	to	figure	out	a	balance	between	my	high	school	life	and	his	college	life	was	growing.	It	seemed	that	we	could	have	a	good	day	only	if	it	were	followed	by	three	bad	days.	I	sulked	through	the	hallways	at	school,	convinced	that	there	was	something	wrong	with	me.	Why	was	I	failing?	Why	couldn’t	he	love	me…want	me?		 It	was	a	Saturday	night.	His	friends	were	gathering	to	play	Dungeons	and	Dragons™	a	few	miles	from	my	house	and,	like	every	week,	I	was	invited.	My	attention	span	never	allowed	me	to	join	the	game,	but	it	was	exhilarating	to	be	around	this	group	of	people.	Somehow,	this	night	was	different.	I	do	not	think	the	game	was	even	played.			 A	friend	of	mine	approached	him,	wanting	to	speak	about	how	the	two	of	us	were	doing,	about	the	problems	that	were	obvious	to	the	entire	group.	They	vanished.	It	seemed	like	they	were	gone	for	an	hour,	at	least,	but	my	anxiety	tends	to	exaggerate	time.	When	my	friend	returned	alone,	she	gave	me	a	strange	look.	Something	had	not	gone	well.	I	left	the	group	and	began	searching	the	neighborhood	for	him.	I	knew	he	would	be	upset,	possibly	angry.	I	feared	him	being	annoyed	and	frustrated	with	me.	It	seemed	like	that	was	all	he	felt	towards	me	in	the	past	week.			 I	remember	having	a	hard	time	searching	for	him.	At	one	point,	I	was	joined	by	friends	in	my	quest.	Upon	finding	him,	I	walked	ahead	of	my	friends	and	called	his	name.	He	was	angry,	much	more	than	I	thought	he	would	be.	We	began	tossing	words	at	one	another.	I	was	upset	that	he	seemed	uninterested	in	being	with	me.	He	thought	I	was	young	and	he	was	unsure	what	he	wanted.	The	conversation	grew	nasty	and,	as	I	was	pleading	with	him	to	listen	to	me,	he	turned	and	began	to	walk	away.	I	called	after	him,	placing	my	hand	on	his	
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shoulder.	That	hand,	my	desperate	hand,	was	his	trigger.	In	milliseconds,	he	whipped	around	and	grasped	my	neck.	Within	his	grip,	I	felt	my	feet	lift	off	the	ground.	The	earth	grew	fuzzy.	I	was	spinning.	I	was	nowhere.	As	if	being	spoken	to	from	miles	away,	words	slapped	me	and	infiltrated	my	consciousness:	‘I	don’t	love	you.	I	don’t	want	to	be	with	you.	And	I	never	will.’		 A	release	came,	bringing	the	briefest	moment	of	relief	before	my	head	met	the	ground.	I	felt	nothing.	I	felt	blank.	The	world	had	left	me,	just	as	I	had	imagined	it	would	with	those	words.	My	eyes	were	trying	to	open;	I	was	so	weak.	I	could	only	make	out	a	dim	image	of	him	kneeling,	having	fallen	from	the	force.	Then	he	was	gone.			 Suddenly	it	seemed	that	moments	were	happening	in	waves.	I	was	surrounded	by	friends,	people	were	yelling,	someone	covered	me	in	blankets,	another	searched	my	pocket	for	my	phone.	My	father	was	on	the	line,	my	father	arrived,	sirens	and	lights,	kind	words	from	strangers,	a	neck	brace,	being	strapped	and	taped	to	a	stretcher,	and	the	bright	lights	of	the	ambulance.			 I	didn’t	cry	until	I	was	in	the	ambulance.	I	didn’t	understand.	Once	at	the	hospital,	I	was	ushered	from	room	to	room	for	tests	and	then	finally	left	alone,	still	strapped	to	the	stretcher.	My	father,	unable	to	see	his	daughter	in	distress,	cut	me	out	of	the	stretcher.	I	was	receiving	text	after	text.	People	asked	if	I	was	okay	and	tried	to	soothe	me.	I	asked	about	him	again	and	again.	How	could	I	comprehend	what	these	moments	had	meant?	How	was	I	to	know	anything?	I	was	in	utter	shock.		
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The	After			 I	don’t	know	if	time	was	measurable	after	my	abuse	occurred.	It	seemed	that	time	was	in	one	realm,	but	I	was	next	door,	just	watching	it	pass	while	immune	to	it.	I	watched	my	classmates	attempt	to	line	up	their	futures,	choosing	colleges	and	planning	to	leave	home.	I	watched	as	my	parents	and	sister	interacted.	I	watched,	yet	did	not	absorb	or	feel	or	think.	Time	was	not	passing	for	me.	My	growth	had	halted.			 I	am	unsure	whether	decisions	had	been	made	for	me	or	if	I	had	any	preference	towards	one	thing	or	another.	My	life	tumbled	forward	and	I	was	simply	watching.	Eventually,	even	the	watching	was	too	much	and	I	found	myself	in	a	youth	hospital.	I	spent	a	week	as	an	inpatient	at	Foundations	Behavioral	Health	in	Doylestown,	Pennsylvania.	In	that	sterile,	soft,	incubating	world,	it	was	okay	for	time	to	stand	still.	I	was	told	when	to	shower,	was	checked	on	every	15	minutes,	and	was	rewarded	for	simple	tasks	like	brushing	my	teeth.	I	wore	clothes	I	would	be	unable	to	deconstruct	and	use	to	hurt	myself.	I	took	my	medicine	when	told.	I	spoke	when	asked.	In	that	one	week,	I	was	not	a	whole	person	again.	I	could	not	return	to	school;	I	was	unable	to	relearn	how	to	function	in	society.	It	was	a	holding	pen	until	I	could	be	thrown	into	the	battle	of	finding	a	therapist	and	psychiatrist.	 		 After	failing	with	four	insurance-approved	sets	of	doctors,	I	was	gifted	with	the	opportunity	to	see	a	private	therapist	and	psychiatrist.	Slowly,	their	old	buildings	became	a	haven.	I	spoke,	I	confided,	and	I	learned.	While	I	was	not	cured,	I	was	at	least	able	to	understand.	With	my	therapist’s	help,	I	learned	to	grasp	that	my	abuse	had	not	begun	on	that	chilly	November	night.	My	abuse	began	the	day	he	targeted	me,	saw	my	naïve	vulnerability,	and	made	the	decision	to	pursue	me.	My	abuse	continued	as	his	flattery	faded	
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into	pressure	when	I	was	not	sexually	experienced	or	willing	enough.	I	was	promised	a	gentle	experience,	though	I	came	to	understand	that	my	virginity	did	not	belong	to	me	in	his	eyes.	My	abuse	escalated	in	the	silent	moments	when	I	realized	I	was	just	a	body	and	that	it	would	be	easier	to	remain	still	rather	than	have	an	opinion	or	even	dare	express	that	opinion.	That	November	night	was	not	the	beginning	of	the	abuse,	but	it	was	the	catalyst	to	realizing	the	truths	I	had	neglected.	Therapy	far	from	cured	me,	but	it	opened	my	eyes	and	made	me	aware.			 Throughout	my	time	in	therapy,	I	never	returned	to	school.	My	schoolteachers	came	to	my	house;	the	kitchen	table	was	the	new	classroom.	Somehow	I	managed	to	apply	to	one	school.	By	a	stroke	of	luck,	I	managed	to	be	accepted	and	began	my	preparation	for	college.	The	public	school	I	attended	gave	me	a	caseworker	with	the	state.	Through	her,	the	university	I	would	attend	later	that	year	was	able	to	make	a	plan	to	accommodate	me.	At	the	time,	I	did	not	have	the	strength	to	be	thankful	for	anything,	let	alone	being	given	the	chance	to	go	away	to	college	like	my	classmates.			 I	never	expected	that	I	would	regress	to	an	infant	state	upon	being	abused.	There	was	a	learning	curve.	I	had	to	grasp	how	to	have	and	trust	friends.	I	had	to	become	comfortable	with	being	touched	again.	Eventually	I	had	to	learn	how	to	be	in	a	relationship.	My	one	experience	with	a	relationship	was	toxic;	all	I	knew	was	toxic.		
	 	
	RAPE	CULTURE	THROUGH	NEW	EYES			 Often,	domestic	violence	is	a	destructive	mixture	of	abuse:	physical	harm,	emotional	manipulation,	and	rape.	Regardless	of	whether	a	victim	of	domestic	violence	experiences	one	or	all	three	of	these	forms	of	abuse,	they	are	being	violated.	They	are	being	subjected	to	the	control	of	another	human	being.	It	is	not	just	an	assault	on	one’s	body	or	their	emotional	state;	it	is	an	assault	on	their	entire	being.			 At	the	time	of	my	assault,	I	was	unaware	that	rape	culture	existed,	let	alone	that	I	was	now	a	victim	of	it.	I	was	already	suffering	from	the	stigmatization	of	my	reliance	on	psychiatry;	I	did	not	have	a	name	for	my	embarrassment	and	shame	for	being	abused.	Eight	years	later,	I	know	those	feelings	were	in	response	to	aspects	of	society	to	which	I	was	unconsciously	being	subjected.		Although	I	had	never	been	aware	of	or	affected	by	any	experience	of	abuse	prior	to	my	own,	my	mind	had	been	subliminally	wired	to	react	in	a	certain	way.	Through	watching	television	with	my	family,	surfing	the	Internet,	and	listening	to	the	radio	in	the	car,	I	was	being	bombarded	by	the	media’s	messages,	many	of	which	perpetrate	violence	towards	women.	I	spent	part	of	my	early	teen	years	enjoying	crime	thriller	TV	shows	and	movies.	Often,	the	plots	would	include	the	assault	of	a	woman	via	a	stranger.	While	these	TV	shows	and	movies	clearly	stated	that	rape	and	assault	were	unacceptable,	they	gave	me	the	message	that	any	assailant	would	most	likely	be	an	unknown	man	hiding	in	the	bushes	with	some	sort	of	weapon:	hence	the	“stranger	rape”	myth	(Krakauer	252-3).	It	therefore	seemed	natural	that	avoiding	solo	walks	at	night	would	help	prevent	something	similar	happening	to	me.	My	abuser	was	a	normal	guy.	There	was	no	safe	way	to	prevent	the	
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assault	because	there	were	none	of	the	warning	signs	I	had	been	taught.	He	was	not	a	monster.		Society	prefers	to	separate	itself	from	the	horrifying	idea	that	nice	people	are	capable	of	assault.	Our	culture	protects	itself	from	this	truth	by	perpetuating	the	stereotypes	related	to	assault,	such	as	the	“stranger	rapist”	myth	(Krakauer	189).	Many	educational	programs	geared	towards	women	inadvertently	support	the	stranger	rape	myth	as	well	as	the	idea	that	it	is	possible	to	prevent	rape	from	occurring	(Krakauer	118-22).	If	you	do	not	wear	provocative	clothing,	leave	your	house	at	night,	walk	alone,	travel	alone,	do	anything	alone,	then	maybe	you	will	be	safe.	Just	in	case,	watch	your	drink	at	all	times	and	carry	a	rape	whistle.	These	campaigns	only	give	peace	of	mind	to	the	masses;	it	is	not	possible	to	protect	oneself	against	all	forms	of	assault	(Krakauer	1).		With	the	mounting	shame	I	felt	after	becoming	a	victim,		these	messages	provided	more	harm	than	good.	I	assumed	I	had	not	tried	hard	enough	to	protect	myself.	I	was	too	weak,	too	stupid	to	prevent	my	abuse.	After	the	most	terrifying	and	damaging	night	of	my	life,	I	was	still	being	attacked,	though	this	time	it	was	by	society’s	impact	on	my	own	mind.	There	was	no	escaping	the	thought	of	what	had	happened;	guilt	and	self-disgust	followed.	Like	many	victims	of	abuse,	I	was	convinced	I	had	asked	for	this	to	happen	(Krakauer	255).		Many	who	encounter	abuse	are	reluctant	to	verbalize	their	experience.	Like	the	feelings	I	was	enduring,	it	is	common	to	feel	humiliated.	Abuse	is	a	violating	activity.	It	consumes	the	victim	and	is	also	very	intimate.	Our	society	is	severely	afraid	of	being	violated,	creating	a	growing	stigmatization	of	assault.	Fear	creates	the	scariest	monsters,	monsters	that	would	blame	a	victim	and	prevent	that	victim	from	reporting	their	abuse	(Krakauer	254).	It	is	impossible	to	know	how	many	suffer	from	abuse	because	of	the	lack	of	
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survivors	who	speak	about	their	experience	(Krakauer	110).	I	sometimes	wonder	if	I	would	have	come	forward	if	my	incident	had	not	ended	in	hospitalization.	
	 	
	THE	STUDY	AND	PRACTICE	OF	TEXTILE-BASED	ART	THERAPY	There	is	no	standard	to	abnormal	psychological	behavior,	just	as	there	is	no	standard	treatment	for	such	behavior	(Collier	39).	During	the	majority	of	my	time	as	a	patient	immersed	in	the	world	of	clinical	psychology,	I	was	shuffled	from	doctor	to	doctor,	all	of	whom	attempted	to	guide	me	in	different	coping	and	healing	methods.	The	stress	of	growing	and	managing	average	life	changes—such	as	going	to	college—coupled	with	my	internal	struggles	created	difficulties	in	attaching	to	any	form	of	coping.	After	three	difficult	semesters	at	college,	I	stopped	taking	classes	in	my	intended	major	and,	on	a	whim,	filled	my	schedule	with	art	classes.	Not	long	after,	I	found	fiber	art	and	learned	to	create	work	about	the	conflicts	I	was	facing	and	the	emotions	I	was	feeling.	Although	I	had	taken	a	one-hour	group	art	therapy	session	while	I	was	hospitalized,	this	was	different.	I	was	not	given	a	prompt,	but	encouraged	to	create	my	own	ideas	about	the	work	I	was	making.		 Within	the	last	two	decades,	several	studies	on	the	success	of	art	therapy	have	been	conducted.	In	Dr.	Sue	Griffiths’	article,	“The	experience	of	creative	activity	as	a	treatment	medium”	featured	in	Journal	of	Mental	Health,	she	concluded	that	creative	activities,	most	notably	activities	that	encourage	engagement	and	flow	while	also	challenging	the	patient,	were	a	helpful	therapeutic	medium.	She	also	noted	that	the	patient’s	freedom	to	choose	the	activity	was	crucial.	Flow,	as	Griffiths	describes,	occurs	when	a	person	is	absorbed	in	an	activity;	they	are	challenged,	yet	have	the	skill	to	combat	their	challenges,	leading	to	an	energized	and	rewarded	feeling	(Collier	37).	In	similar	studies	conducted	in	the	United	Kingdom,	Dr.	Francis	Reynolds	held	interviews	with	women	suffering	from	unresolved	grief,	depression,	and	various	chronic	illnesses.	Reynolds	concluded	these	studies	with	a	suggestion	that:	“…the	textile	arts	allow	women	to	cope	with	grief,	depression,	and	a	wide	
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range	of	physical	impairments	to	express,	restore,	and	manage	their	illnesses,	while	simultaneously	experiencing	joy,	confidence,	and	social	connectivity”	(Collier	34).		 Building	on	the	findings	of	these	studies,	Dr.	Ann	Futterman	Collier,	clinical	psychologist	at	Northern	Arizona	University,	has	dedicated	her	research	to	textile	art	therapy.	Through	her	research,	she	examined	women	who	use	textiles	as	a	coping	method,	and	compared	them	to	women	who	use	other	coping	methods:	exercise,	writing,	meditating,	etc.	(Collier	52-53).	Collier	found	that	those	who	make	textiles	to	cope	were	more	efficient	and	effective	at	altering	a	negative	mood.	She	attributed	this	to	flow,	and	noted	that	those	who	were	more	skilled	in	their	handicraft	benefitted	the	most.	Flow	is	a	“…mental	state	in	which	a	person	is	fully	engaged	in	an	activity,	has	mastery	yet	feels	challenged	by	the	activity,	becomes	completely	absorbed,	feels	an	energized	focus,	and	finds	the	activity	to	be	intrinsically	rewarding”	(Collier	37).	The	women	Collier	studied	varied	immensely	in	their	preferred	fiber	technique,	as	well	as	the	way	in	which	they	used	their	skill	to	cope	(Collier	54).	The	women	who	created	textiles	in	order	to	express	themselves	or	for	the	aesthetics,	regardless	of	whether	the	item	was	functional	or	not,	excelled	at	neutralizing	their	mood	while	creating,	leading	to	increased	rejuvenation	(Collier	57).		 Collier’s,	Griffiths’,	and	Reynolds’	studies	discussed	that	many	use	creative	methods	(in	Collier’s	and	Reynolds’	cases,	specifically	textiles)	to	calm,	to	feel	centered	and	connected,	to	hold	control	over	an	aspect	of	their	life,	and	in	some	cases,	to	create	metaphors	about	troubling	situations	(Collier	37).	When	I	began	to	create	fiber	art,	I	was	clueless	to	the	fact	that	I	was	using	my	artwork	to	accomplish	these	goals.	As	I	began	to	use	my	work	to	address	my	abuse	directly,	it	became	clear	that	I	had	found	a	coping	method	to	
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aid	myself	in	understanding	and	working	past	the	abuse.	Slowly,	this	began	to	take	form	through	the	techniques	I	gravitated	towards.			 As	I	learned	more	fiber	art	techniques,	I	was	captivated	by	methods	that	were	repetitive	and	tediously	slow,	such	as	embroidery	and	crochet.	My	work	required	long	periods	of	time;	the	repetitive	motion	soothed	my	stress.	With	part	of	my	mind	occupied	with	the	monotonous	action,	I	found	that	I	was	able	to	think	clearly	and	objectively.	I	was	able	to	feel	relief.			 The	techniques	requiring	such	motion	began	to	grow	into	metaphors	for	the	emotions	I	held.	Each	stitch	I	sewed	was	no	longer	simply	a	part	of	a	larger	design.	My	needle	was	penetrating	the	material,	violating	it.	I	was	forever	altering	the	cloth	as	I	have	forever	been	altered.	Fabric	is	similar	to	skin:	it	covers	the	body,	acting	as	a	form	of	protection.	Penetrating	the	fabric—placing	holes	in	the	protective	outer	covering—was	a	way	to	convey	the	way	I	felt:	damaged.	I	felt	as	though	my	own	protective	barrier	had	been	impaired.		 On	the	other	hand,	creating	fabric	via	crocheting	is	a	delicate	process	that	results	in	a	strong	cloth.	While	the	crocheted	piece	is	in	progress,	it	is	vulnerable	to	being	unraveled.	A	simple	mistake	can	lead	back	to	the	beginning.	In	this	way,	crocheting	is	a	method	of	putting	pieces	together,	a	way	to	create	something	whole	out	of	a	series	of	stitches.	It	is	a	literal	interpretation	for	what	I	was	trying	to	do	with	my	emotions:	become	a	whole	person.	Although	crocheted	pieces	are	very	delicate	while	in	progress,	the	end	result	is	very	strong.	A	simple,	final	knot	holds	the	series	of	loops	within	loops	together.	This	knot	is	many	things:	hope,	courage,	and	resilience.	The	fact	that	a	knot	is	strong	enough	to	keep	all	the	small	pieces	that	make	up	the	cloth	from	unraveling	is	important	to	me.	Through	this	
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technique,	I	was	able	to	grasp	that	learning	to	cope	is	not	one	giant	thing.	It	is	several	small	actions	that	lead	up	to	the	one	knot	that	“clicks”.		 The	ability	to	both	create	metaphors	in	my	work,	and	to	create	an	object	to	harness	my	emotions,	is	a	compelling	and	attractive	quality	of	textile	work.	I	was	lucky	that	other	artists	have	made	the	same	discoveries	before	me.	Erin	Endicott	creates	embroidered	work	on	found	objects	in	an	effort	to	depict	pain	and	the	healing	found	through	the	act	of	creation.	I	was	drawn	to	the	obsessive	nature	of	her	work	and	her	belief	that	her	art	is	a	healing	practice.	Endicott	expresses	how	stitching	is	a	form	of	meditation	for	her,	leading	each	piece	to	completion.	Each	work	is	a	sutra,	embroidery	and	stain	combining	to	become	a	manifestation	of	negative	energy.	Through	the	wounds	becoming	visible,	Endicott	believes	healing	is	able	to	occur	(Endicott).			 My	research	on	Erin	Endicott	led	me	to	rediscover	Kate	Kretz.	Early	in	my	art	education,	I	had	written	a	short	journal	entry	about	her,	unaware	of	the	power	her	work	truly	held.	Kretz	is	a	painter,	sculptor,	illustrator,	and	embroidery	artist.	Like	Endicott,	Kretz	uses	her	work	as	a	meditation.	Kretz	aims	to	fuel	her	pieces	with	positive	energy	in	order	to	overcome	the	force	of	the	negative	subject	that	initially	provoked	the	piece	(Kretz).	Learning	about	these	two	women	became	an	emotional	experience.	I	began	cultivating	questions	about	my	own	work.	Was	my	work	a	meditation?	Could	it	heal	me?	Had	it	already	begun	to	heal	me?	Reading	the	messages	of	Endicott	and	Kretz	gave	words	to	the	unidentifiable	emotions	I	was	harboring.	My	work	had	already	become	a	therapy.	I	was	aware	that,	slowly,	my	obsessively	repetitive	work	had	begun	to	alleviate	my	anxiety.	Now	I	realize	it	had	given	me	a	way	to	answer	the	questions	I	had	been	asking	myself.	Creating	my	artwork,	stitch	by	stitch,	was	healing	me.		
	DESCRIPTION	OF	WORK	The	following	are	the	processes	I	used	to	create	my	thesis	work:		Crochet:	My	work	includes	filet	crochet,	which	is	derived	from	lacework.	Filet	crochet	has	a	grid-like	appearance	that	allows	the	creator	to	depict	images,	designs,	and	words.			Decay/Age:	The	majority	of	my	work	is	aged	via	rust:	the	oxidization	of	iron	that	has	been	imprinted	on	the	fabric’s	surface.	In	my	crocheted	pieces,	I	submerged	the	work	in	natural	materials,	such	as	dirt,	bark,	leaves,	lichens,	and	roots.		Embroidery:	Throughout	my	thesis	work,	I	use	hand	embroidery:	embellishment	via	thread	stitched	through	the	surface	of	various	materials.	I	stabilized	each	surface	by	fusing	it	to	another	material.			Gut:	I	created	wire	armatures	to	both	encase	my	embroidered	cells	and	to	act	as	the	framework	for	the	hog	gut.	Gut	does	not	stick	to	wire,	so	its	adhesion	to	itself	is	what	I	used	to	wrap	the	gut	around	the	armatures,	thus	creating	my	orb	forms.	As	the	gut	dried	around	the	orbs,	it	became	transparent	and	shrank,	warping	the	wire.	Over	time,	the	residual	salt	on	the	gut	causes	the	copper	to	rust.		Color:	Although	not	a	process,	it	is	important	to	note	that	throughout	this	entire	body	of	work,	I	used	a	similar	range	of	flesh-toned	colors,	including	colors	seen	in	bruising.	These	colors	allude	to	the	intimacy	of	abuse	and	are	symbolic	of	the	mental	and	physical	bruising	
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from	which	I	have	been	healing.	In	order	to	achieve	these	flesh-toned	colors,	I	plied	all	of	the	different	colors	of	thread.		
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I	Don’t	Need	the	World	to	See	That	I’ve	Been	the	Best	I	Can	Be	This	piece	was	created	with	rusted	and	embroidered	circular	cell	structures	that	form	a	grid	pattern	via	two	layers	of	silk	organza.	The	circles	depict	the	nine	stages	of	meiosis,	a	type	of	cell	division	which	produces	four	daughter	cells	that	have	half	the	number	of	chromosomes	as	the	parent	cell.	Meiosis	is	a	crucial	part	of	the	formation	of	eggs	and	sperm	for	the	sexual	reproduction	cycle	(“Meiosis”).	Throughout	the	grid,	the	nine	stages	repeat	themselves,	reading	from	left	to	right,	top	to	bottom.	The	last	cycle	of	the	piece	has	intentionally	been	left	unfinished.	Being	the	inspiration	for	my	thesis	body	of	work,	this	piece	began	as	an	experiment	and	developed	into	a	therapy.	When	I	began	to	revisit	themes	regarding	the	effects	of	my	abuse,	I	became	fixated	with	my	past	habit	of	becoming	stuck	within	psychological	loops.	Throughout	the	years	I	suffered	from	post-traumatic	stress	disorder,	I	endured	severe	anxiety.	I	felt	trapped	within	myself	as	I	watched	each	day	pass.	Sometimes	I	was	able	to	distract	myself,	but	that	became	a	cycle	within	itself.	In	an	effort	to	create	work	to	convey	my	never-ending	internal	battles,	I	began	finding	metaphors	for	my	constant	teetering	between	submitting	to	stress	and	searching	for	ways	to	alleviate	anxiety.	I	gravitated	towards	the	cell	cycle,	compelled	by	its	visceral	nature	and	its	direct	relation	to	parts	of	myself	that	had	been	violated.	The	ways	in	which	meiosis	constantly	repeats	itself	came	to	parallel	my	struggle	with	PTSD	and	how	I	felt	confined	within	my	own	head	as	each	day	repeated	itself	exactly	as	the	previous	one.	My	use	of	meiosis,	as	opposed	to	other	cell	cycles,	is	due	to	its	importance	in	the	reproductive	cycle	and	the	fact	that	the	idea	of	sex	had	changed	for	me	throughout	my	abuse.		
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It	was	important	for	the	last	rotation	of	meiosis	to	be	left	incomplete.	Completing	the	cycle	would	indicate	that	I	had	come	to	some	conclusion	about	my	anxiety	and	struggle	with	PTSD.	Although	I	understand	that	I	have	currently	reached	a	healthy	place,	I	recognize	that	I	can	never	completely	turn	away	from	that	turmoil.	Closing	the	door	to	my	PTSD	would	create	a	barrier	between	the	person	I	once	was	and	into	the	person	I	have	grown.	It	is	important	for	me	to	grow	beyond	my	abuse	while	embracing	it	as	a	part	of	who	I	am.	Embroidering	each	cell	by	hand	created	different	variations	of	each	phase	of	meiosis.	These	variations	built	more	dynamic	compositions	within	each	circle	and	in	the	final	piece.	Hand	embroidery	lends	itself	to	the	beauty	of	the	imperfection	between	my	stitches.	This	aspect	remains	constant	through	my	entire	body	of	work.	The	natural	inconsistencies	in	my	hand	stitches	relates	to	aspects	of	my	life	that	are	flawed	and	contaminated.	My	body	was	contaminated	when	it	was	violated.	My	mind	became	flawed	as	I	was	flooded	with	negative	thoughts	with	which	I	was	unable	to	cope.	I	continued	to	be	contaminated	as	I	searched	for	coping	methods,	many	being	harmful.	The	idea	of	having	imperfect	hand	stitching	illustrates	these	thoughts,	exemplifying	the	pollution	of	my	mind	through	its	clouding	via	PTSD.	The	un-dyed	organza	that	backs	the	piece	allows	the	reverse	sides	of	the	cells	to	be	seen,	though	through	a	filter.	While	this	is	a	small	detail	that	faces	the	wall	when	hung,	it	is	important	that	the	side	commonly	accepted	as	‘ugly’	is	visible.	The	cells’	backs	are	the	skeletal	system:	the	organization	behind	the	ticking	stitches.	PTSD	is	not	pretty	and	it	deals	with	the	threads	that	hold	your	psyche	together—the	systems	that	hold	your	emotions	together.	It	makes	the	system’s	errors	and	ugliness	visible.	I	spent	my	entire	recovery	
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masking	these	threads,	hiding	most	of	myself	in	order	to	appear	normal.	This	piece	is	like	me,	exposing	its	innards	yet	attempting	to	hide	them.			 	
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Shell-Shock	Residue	“I	Don’t	Need	the	World	to	See	That	I’ve	Been	the	Best	I	Can	Be”	lead	into	“Shell-Shock	Residue,”	and	contains	the	same	rusted	and	embroidered	cells.	Instead	of	a	flat	grid	pattern,	the	cells	have	been	encased	within	wire	and	hog	gut	to	create	small	orbs	that	hang	to	create	a	sculpture.		 “I	Don’t	Need	the	World	to	See	That	I’ve	Been	the	Best	I	Can	Be”	describes	my	PTSD	and	associated	anxiety.	“Shell-Shock	Residue”	elaborates	on	the	topic	and	builds	a	manifestation	of	the	anxiety.	My	anxiety	was	all	encompassing;	it	felt	as	though	my	head	was	suddenly	corrupted.	A	cloud	had	formed	within	my	mind	that	frustrated	and	distracted	me	from	functioning	completely.	I	was	possessed	by	my	anxiety.	The	gut	is	semi-transparent,	creating	a	hazy	filter	that	obscures	the	cell	within.	It	acts	as	a	veil,	emphasizing	the	fog	I	felt	had	overtaken	me.	Parts	of	the	armatures	are	free	of	gut,	allowing	the	inner	cell	to	be	seen	clearly.	As	time	progressed,	I	was	gifted	with	moments	free	of	clouding.	These	glimpses	of	hope—gaps	in	the	gut	shell—provided	an	escape	route	from	the	anxiety.		 Taking	the	cells	off	the	wall	creates	a	dimensional	form	that	depicts	the	reality	and	initial	magnitude	of	the	anxiety.	The	structure	of	the	first	piece	has	now	been	broken	with	the	chaos	and	frustration	of	handling	anxiety.	The	cells	are	no	longer	in	chronological	order;	the	grid	has	been	destroyed.	Instead	the	cells	seem	to	grow	from	and	support	one	another.	They	create	a	bulbous	and	organic	form	representative	of	contamination.	Anxiety	felt	like	a	sickness	that	had	been	planted	in	my	mind	and	then	given	the	resources	to	grow	and	overtake	my	life.	
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	 During	the	time	I	was	suffering	from	the	worst	parts	of	my	anxiety,	I	constantly	used	the	same	words	to	describe	the	way	I	was	feeling:	contaminated,	sick,	cloudy,	infected,	and	broken.	Bringing	dimension	and	the	gut	element	to	the	cells	gave	me	the	ability	to	portray	these	words	to	explain	the	way	I	felt.		
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Stay	Gold,	It	Was	Not	Your	Fault,	Fake	It	‘Till	You	Make	It,	Breathe,	Self	Medicate	I	constructed	five	filet	crochet	works,	each	containing	a	phrase:	“Stay	Gold,”	“It	Was	Not	Your	Fault,”	“Fake	It	‘Till	You	Make	It,”	“Breathe,”	and	“Self	Medicate.”	The	pieces	were	then	decayed	and	rusted.	Both	processes	greatly	weathered	and	weakened	the	fibers;	they	stained	the	fabric	with	time.	Cloth	holds	memory;	it	witnesses	events.	Cloth	stains,	preserving	embarrassing	or	unexpected	moments.	It	also	bruises	through	rips,	frays,	and	wear.	Fibers	hold	memories;	they	preserve	time	as	a	silent	bystander.	Through	my	crochet,	I	created	fabric	with	which	I	was	able	to	illustrate,	via	decay	and	rust,	the	blemishes	I	had	felt	inside.	I	then	injured	it	through	the	holes	left	over	from	the	decaying	process.	I	imprinted	the	fabric	with	leaves,	dirt,	bark,	and	metal.	I	tainted	the	fabric	through	these	stains.	I	shamed	the	cloth.		After	being	abused,	I	had	no	tangible	stains;	my	heart	and	mind	were	disfigured,	but	not	my	clothing.	It	was	difficult	to	accept	my	injury	when	no	physical	evidence	remained.	It	was	even	more	difficult	for	those	around	me	to	understand	my	injury.	I	was	stained;	I	was	shamed;	I	was	stigmatized.	I	was	uncontrollably	marked	by	this	event	and	the	reactions	of	those	around	me	affected	me	exponentially.	I	was	blamed	by	some,	many	were	embarrassed	for	me,	and	others	preferred	to	turn	a	blind	eye.	The	circle	of	people	I	interacted	with	grew	smaller.			 The	five	crocheted	pieces	reflect	the	stigma	that	followed	my	abuse.	Each	message	was	a	token	given	to	me	directly	after	the	incident.	The	few	who	attempted	to	give	solace	were	confused	and	the	advice	they	gave	displayed	their	discomfort.	I	was	left	with	baffling	fragments	of	comments	intended	to	be	well	wishes.	The	unclear	and	indefinite	messages	
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echo	the	way	in	which	my	stigma	affected	the	manner	I	was	approached.	I	was	stained	and,	therefore,	I	was	left	alone…outcast.			 I	am	able	to	understand	now	that	I	am	fortunate	to	have	seen	the	ugly	side	of	being	stigmatized.	I	was	given	the	ability	to	learn	about	dark	parts	of	myself	and	people	in	general.	I	learned	about	the	effects	of	rape	culture	on	victims	before	I	was	able	to	define	the	term	itself.	My	mother’s	words	will	always	ring	in	my	head:	“they	were	never	real	friends	to	begin	with.”	Through	stain	and	decay,	nothing	is	ruined—beauty	is	still	possible.		
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Stillness	Has	a	Sour	Taste	The	final	series	of	my	thesis,	“Stillness	Has	a	Sour	Taste,”	is	a	series	of	topographic	maps	that	have	been	embroidered	into	paper.	I	have	found	comfort	in	creating	embroidery	throughout	my	artistic	career.	I	am	soothed	by	its	repetition	and	therapeutic	qualities.	I	have	also	used	it	to	discuss	all	aspects	of	my	recovery	and	search	for	closure.	In	this	search,	I	have	found	that	closure	does	not	exist.	Instead,	it	is	the	act	of	understanding	what	healthy	activities	may	be	used	to	cope.	My	thesis	work	has	aided	me	in	finding	a	remedy	through	my	artwork.	I	have	used	my	work	to	contemplate	several	aspects	of	my	abuse.	Regardless	of	the	comfort	I	have	found	in	embroidery	and	crochet,	it	is	important	to	move	forward,	both	in	my	mind	and	work.		 Each	piece	within	this	series	focuses	on	a	different	place	I	have	traveled	since	my	abuse.	Every	place	is	symbolic	of	moving	forward	and	the	passage	from	one	place—be	it	physical	or	mental—to	another.	Regardless	of	whether	or	not	my	memories	of	the	place	are	positive	or	negative,	I	have	been	able	to	focus	on	that	specific	time.	I	have	been	able	to	separate	myself	from	my	past	and	become	immersed	in	the	present.	These	small	moments	of	travel	and	excitement	were	the	first	times	I	felt	recovery.	Each	place	has	become	significant;	they	are	small	victories.			 The	use	of	paper	instead	of	fabric	is	important	to	the	transitions	taking	place	within	my	work.	While	I	still	need	the	therapy	my	embroidery	provides,	I	am	able	to	use	it	to	create	further	work.	My	work,	like	myself,	can	move	past	my	abuse.	I	have	learned	from	my	healing	experience,	and	this	affects	my	work	through	the	consistency	of	repetitive	and	therapeutic	processes.	I	am	ready	to	discover	new	ways	of	using	these	fiber	art	methods	I	have	refined	and	developed	through	my	thesis	work.		
	CONCLUSION	My	abuse	opened	my	eyes.	Post-traumatic	stress	disorder	became	my	reality.	I	learned	about	rape	culture	through	becoming	a	victim	of	it.	I	was	exposed	to	the	game	of	psychiatry	and	psychology	from	a	patient	perspective.	I	began	to	overcome	the	negativities	of	my	abuse	through	understanding	my	situation	and	allowing	myself	to	delve	into	art	making.	Through	my	creative	pursuits,	I	stumbled	upon	fiber	arts.	The	fiber	arts	gradually	transformed	into	a	therapy.	Slowly,	the	process	and	time	spent	creating	my	artwork	became	more	important	than	the	final	piece.	I	yearned	for	the	ticking	stitches	I	embroidered	and	the	monotony	of	loops	crocheted.	My	artwork	became	my	therapist,	guiding	me	through	contemplating	my	abuse,	mapping	out	the	ways	in	which	I	could	heal	to	become	the	person	I	dreamed	of	becoming	before	my	abuse.		This	body	of	work	did	not	heal	me.	This	is	far	from	a	failure,	though,	because	the	work	gave	me	something	far	more	valuable.	My	thesis	initially	gave	me	a	way	to	convey	feelings	that	were	unspeakable;	consequently,	this	form	of	art	making	taught	me	a	way	in	which	I	could	manage	my	stress.	I	learned	to	transform	my	anxiety	into	something	tangible,	separating	it	from	myself	through	creating	a	form	of	expression	to	house	the	tension.	The	period	of	dedicating	my	artistic	endeavors	towards	the	details	of	my	abuse	has	concluded.	This	work	has	allowed	me	to	contemplate	my	past	and	discover	practices	to	handle	my	stress.	I	foresee	myself	continuing	to	create	artwork	with	restorative	techniques,	though	I	am	ready	to	move	forward	in	my	life	and	in	my	artwork.	 	
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